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Even the landscape around Crewe he was in a mood to
look at with keen and gratified interest. Our traveller
came from one of the most picturesque cities and rivers
in the south of Ireland; but his heart was set just now
on seeing London, and yet he did not even grumble at
the delay which, keeping him back a little longer from
London, allowed him to survey attentively any scrap of
English soil. He was pretty well acquainted with
English history and poetry and romance; and though
everything he passed was new to him, even the country
around Crewe Station he was able to fit in with some of
the stories of English life which he knew so well and
loved so much. Lest the reader should be deluded into
the impression that he is about to read a new novel, I
shall drop the story-teller's form at once, and merely
say that the traveller by the parliamentary train was
the writer of this book, on his way for the first time to
London. For many years he had longed to see London,
and had somehow made up his mind that he must settle
in London some time, and live there by the writing of
books. *Even the Eastern Counties trains,' says Thack-
eray in one of his ballads, ' come in at last.' Even the
parliamentary trains of 1852 came in at last; and so, on
a raw evening drawing towards night, this traveller had
the advantage of surveying for the first time some of
the London streets from the top of an omnibus. Every
one of those streets which I traversed was perfectly
familiar to me, even then, by name and by various asso-
ciations drawn from English histories and biographies
and novels.

The general aspect of the streets of London was not
very different in those days from what it is at present.
Of course there was no Thames Embankment at that
time, and there was no St. Thomas's Hospital on the

2y, and there were then no such things as
